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PREFACE. 



In presenting to the public in dramatic form this adaptation from 
Jolm Milton's great epic poem, " Paradise Lost/' I am fully conscious 
of its manifold shortcomings ; but my chief aim has been to offer, 
if possible, to my readers a simple yet well-constructed drama, 
vMist utilising at the same time Milton's own ideas and methods, 
since it is impossible, more especially as regards his own words, 
to improve ui)on his sublime and majestic utterances. 

The great poem itself, in relation to both preceding and succeeding 
drama, resembles one of those massive and majestic fortress rocks 
which remain apart, like Milton and all his works, in solemn, lonely 
grandeur. For, as one notable writer has already averred — ^and 
I refer to Dr. Stopford Brooke, to whom I am indebted for many 
of the thoughts I here venture to express — ^he has no predecessor 
and no follower; whilst we, who hmnbly attempt at so vast a 
distance to look up to the height on which he sits with Homer and 
Dante, feel we may paint the life, but yet hardly dare analyse the 
work of this great singer and maker, whose name shines only less 
brightly and brilUantly than Shakespeare's on the long and splendid 
roll of England's immortal poets. 

I have also endeavoured — ^to use Milton's own words as regards 
the drama — ^to show that ** tragedy is of 'poyrer by raising pity and 
fear or terror, to purge the mind of those and suchUke passions ; 
that is, to temper and reduce them to just measure with a kind of 
delight, stirred up by reading or seeing these passions well imitated." 

This being his view, I am convinced that it was his full 
intention to dramatise his immortal poem for the stage, but that 
the tragic circumstances of his blindness prevented his accom- 
plishing the task. In making this statement, I am conscious 
that I lay myself open to both learned and unlearned criticism ; 
but 1 assert it because I find that it was between the years 
1639-40 he undoubtedly conceived " Paradise Lost " as a drama, 
and it was also present to his eyes ; in fact, four different drafts of 
it existe(}, and to mention one specific instance, I would recall the 
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lines in Book IV. (32-41) — viz. Satan's invocation to the Sun, which 
runs as follows : — 

" O thou ! that, with surpassing glory crowned, 
Lookest from thy sole dominion Uke the God 
Of this new world, at whose sight all the stars 
Hide their diminished heads ; to thee I call 
But with no friendly voice, and add thy name, 

Sun ! to tell thee how I hate thy beams. 
That brings to my remembrance from what state 

1 fell, how glorious once above thy sphere ; 
Till pride and worse ambition threw me down, 
Warring in Heaven against Heaven's matchless King ! " 

This, we know from Aubrey and Phillips, was intended as the 
beginning of the drama, whilst during the winter of 1639-40 we have 
abundant proof from Milton's jottings in a MS. now in the Ubrary 
at Trinity College, Cambridge, seven pages of which MS. are filled 
with subjects, and detailed sketches of the form for these subjects, 
sixty-one of which are scriptural, and thirty-eight from British 
history. Most of them, when they are at all expanded, are in dramatic 
form; but the epic and the pastoral are now and then suggested. 
The most remarkable thing, however, is that in the years 1640-42, 
more than twenty years before the work was completed, the sub- 
ject of " Paradise Lost " as an epic poem was conceived ; yet, of the 
four drafts I have referred to, three standing together at the head 
of the list, the fourth set down some time afterwards, are all in dramatic 
form. 

It was after Milton's great work, the '* Defensio," and his removal 
to Petty France, Westminster, probably before the middle of the 
year 1652, that he became blind, otherwise he would undoubtedly 
have completed his great conception of " Paradise Lost " as a 
drama. It is quite possible and feasible for an author to conceive 
a poem in dramatic form before committing it to writing in prose 
or otherwise. In 1658, however, he began the great epic, and 
completed it in 1663. 

I have ventured, whilst omitting the full stage directions, to base 
my tragedy upon the outlines of those set out in the MS. in the library 
at Trinity College, Cambridge, and also upon those in the poem 
itself, as well as the four drafts I have previously mentioned. 

In asserting what I have — ^and I am not alone in this respect — 
1 adduce as an additional and conclusive argument that Milton 
would have completed his drama for pecuniary reasons also, owing 
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to the pitiable sum he received for the immortal poem itself, 
some £23 only in all ! He became totally bhnd in the middle 
of the year 1652, and there is no doubt he felt the surrender of all 
his hopes as regards his great conception as a drama very keenly. 
It is interesting here to note the fact that Dryden, with the consent 
of Milton, once constructed a play from "Paradise Lost" entitled "1 
The State of Innocencey but stated in his preface that the original ' 
was undoubtedly one of the greatest, most noble, and most subUine 
poems which either this age or nation has produced. The verse of 
the great epic is blank verse, being, as it is, the unrhymed metre 
used by Surrey in his translation of the Fourth Mneid, whilst it had 
been Milton's habit to use blank verse also in drama, as, for instance, 
in his Comus. 

The style of " Paradise Lost " is throughout great — ^in fact 
the greatest in the whole range of English poetry ; so great, that 
when once we have come to know, honour, and love it, we find it 
gives hfe and supreme dignity even to the commonplace. 

There is further a matchless majesty in the conduct of the whole 
of his thoughts, and a music in the majesty which fills it with intensely 
solenm and subUme beauty. The Latinisms and various forms of 
expression belonging to other languages are somewhat frequent, but 
the inimitable style is never prosaic. 

I have endeavoured to deal with the poem in dramatic form 
in a spirit of reverence as befitting so sacred and lofty a theme, 
dealing, as it does, with the greatest of all human tragedies save 
one; for its interest is partly connected with its theology, which 
possesses a grandeur capable of artistic treatment, whilst the great 
overshadowing idea of the immortal epic is the sovereignty of God. 
In the fierce and inevitable struggle, I have striven also to keep 
to the chief central idea of the poem — ^namely, that God is always 
certain of supreme victory ; whilst the problem of the origin of evil 
and the struggle of a moral being against evil without him is also 
set forth. The latter, it has been urged, is the artistic motive of 
the poem ; whilst it has in all ages and in all Hteratures keenly inter- 
ested mankind. It is, I beUeve, with other great writers and pro- 
found thinkers, the very foremost subject of art. We are all excited 
by the temptation and the intense inward strife it causes; and 
though here we have evil tempting those who had never known 
evil, yet we feel that we are in a world of beings who belong 
to our common humanity, " but without the all-modifying element 
of evil." We all read " Paradise Lost " ; first, because the great story 
interests us, and next because we love and reverence it as a work 
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of art which forms such a splendid unity and whole, created by 
the lofty and imperial imagination of a consummate genius. 

I think that tfilton's original idea of the poem as a drama 
was rather of the Shakespearean than of the Hellenic type, as 
exemplified in his tragedy of ''Samson Agonistes" so strongly. 
" Paradise Lost " is one of the few universal poems of the world ; 
imperial and majestic in the sense that the work of Homer and 
Virgil and Dante and Shakespeare is; worthy also to exercise 
supreme command over the heart and intellect of all ages. Its 
intellectual glory and transcendent beauty are beyond all human 
praise ; whilst its faults should be spoken of by smaller men with 
reverence. Whoever reads it, and studies it, will feel his whole 
spiritual nature uplifted and enlarged thereby^ for it has been said 
of its author : — 

" Thy soul was like a star and dwelt apart ; 
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the seaj 
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free. 
So didst thou travel on life's common way 
In cheerful godliness ; and yet thy heart 
The lowliest duties on herself did lay." 

I have endeavoured to keep the characters of Adam and Eve 
throughout the tragedy as the archetypal man and woman, fresh 
from the Eternal's hands. They are essentially primal. It is inter- 
esting doubtless to note here that throughout the whole realm of 
sacred art there is nothing which represents Milton's primal characters, 
save Michael Angelo's two frescoes in the Sistine Chapel. To those 
who care only for the agony and joy of the human struggle, as depicted 
in the story of Faust, Hamlet, or ^Edipus, or for " the storm of human 
action," as expressed in Achilles or ^neas, the great epic poem of 
*' Paradise Lost " will not appeal to them so strongly. 

In my earnest and sincere desire to produce this adaptation on 
the English stage, I was met at the very outset with an official 
rebuff. In submitting my MS. to the public censor of stage plays, 
it was returned to me with the polite intimation that, being " scrip- 
tural," it was against the Lord Chamberlain's rules, and therefore 
"ineligible for public licence." The public censor, I may remark 
with £dl respect, is not, nor can he ever be, a dramatic critic in the 
ordinary sense. He is a guardian of public morals, not a judge of 
a play as a work of art, or even as a work of intelligence. He is, 
further, the paid official of the Government, authorised to carry out 
certain primitive rules as regards the licensing of plays for public 
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performance, which, alas, does not release one from a stultifjdng, 
dogmatic and wholly unwarrantable, though traditional, restric- 
tion. That being so, I do not intend to enter into a discussion 
here as to the wisdom of his office, since we see no such public 
official existing as regards our literature, the Press, and fictional 
work, or the justice of his official ipse dixit in the case of my own play. 
To his decision I bow until a better and more enUghtened state of 
things prevails in this country. It is my intention, meanwhile, to 
endeavour to arrange to produce the drama, both in America and 
Germany, where a more intellectual and chastened state of things 
happily exists as regards the Ucensing and production of plays on 
their respective stages, and also those of Rome and Paris. A 
great outcry arose from all parts of the country when the 
decision of the pubUc censor became known, the Press taking 
up the matter, not only in this country, but in America and 
on the Continent, whilst I received a large number of letters 
from persons in various stations of Ufe, begging me to produce 
the play and so test the censor's official ruUng. It was my 
intention, though I was aware that to aim high in play writing 
was theatrical bad shooting, to stages the tragedy in London in 
response — so I conceived — ^to a great intellectual appeal, not only 
from my own countrymen, but also from those in America, but 1 
was prevented from the very outset. We are all aware that religion, 
both in classical and Christian periods, gave birth to the drama, 
yet in these so-called enlightened days of the twentieth century, 
a dramatic author is debarred from presenting on the English stage 
a play which simply follows in the steps of those which taught the 
very reUgion which all sacred Scripture reveals and upholds. It 
is a most unnatural hostility which the rules of the Lord Chamber- 
lain disclose — ^a separation, as it were, of a mother from a child 
— ^in the refusal to allow the production of reUgious plays on our 
stage of to-day by those whose ancestors gave birth to the sacred 
drama itself. I therefore contend that a play dealing with a 
great human tragedy depicted in Holy Writ is highly educational 
and beneficial, both spiritually and morally, to its beholders; for 
such plays touch the very heart of manldnd, and anything that 
effects this gains ever a supreme victory for good. Mankind must 
have vent for its feeUngs, instincts, and passions, and it is in such 
reUgious plays, as also those of a secular character, these find full 
and adequate expression. There should never be any inherent 
antagonism between the pubUc censor and dramatic authors and 
their works, since their plays had their earlier origin in the early 
B 
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Christian Churches at their sacred festivals, over which no public 
censor prevailed. 

The Christian drama, it is urged, was originally pf an entirely 
and exclusively reUgious character. The theatre, in short, 
was the Parish Church, and the play represented some episode 
from the Old and New Testament or some allegorical scene. 
Then came the old miracle plays and moralities, and lastly, 
pla}^ of a more secular character followed, until the latter 
half of the sixteenth century beheld a great advance in the 
English drama, which culminated in the immortal works of William 
ShaJkespeare. The unfortimate hostility to the theatre by the 
so-called reUgious world is an instinct inherited from the rigid 
Puritanism of the seventeenth century, the spiritual ancestor of modem 
Nonconformity ; whilst the Evangehcal movement in the Church 
of England was also considerably Puritan in its spirit. So a feeling 
of open hostiUty existed towards the stage (but which is now 
happily dying out), and there inevitably followed a spirit of 
antipathy by the stage for all those who professed reUgion with 
the lip, making dean only the outside of the platter, whilst 
many who made the loudest professions of self-righteousness 
and spiritual superiority, at the same time ignorantly condemning 
wholesale the theatre and all its works, in reality led Uves far less 
in accordance with the spirit of the lowly Nazarene and of the Ten 
Commandments, than those of the dramatic profession who made 
no such ostentatious professions in Church or conventicle or in 
their daily lives. Or, in other words, there will always be pro- 
fessors of all reUgions whose lives and actions give the lie direct 
to their creed. 

I do not beUeve that the nation as a whole is opposed to 
representations of plays dealing with scriptural subjects, nor 
morally antagonistic to them. Nay, rather the objection is the 
outcome of ignorance and also narrow, insular prejudices. Such 
plays, I contend with others, testify to the power that is behind 
the phenomena of all things — ^and so, witnessing for Him and His 
righteousness, they educate the soul of the public, as the Church 
through her great ministry deals with the soul of the individual, 
whilst they but reveal one of the many tongues of Pentecost, through 
which tired men and women of the world, through all its tortuous 
windings, learn more of heaven. For have we not read that there 
are altar-steps of " things created " which lead up to the Holiest 
and the Highest through the darkness ? The Church needs the 
stage to help her to enunciate clearly and bring the message down 
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to earth, and so to keep her in close touch with the great heart of 
things. Thus, while one holds the mirror up to nature and reflects 
life, the other teaches what life shall be, and directs the way. 
For the drama, I would earnestly urge, has the right to set 
forth and discuss with proper reverence and reticence the many 
religious and moral problems of the age in which they exist. 
To maintain, as one writer has already done, that religious 
and moral questions have no right to intrude themselves 
on the stage, is to make an impossible demand. It is also 
to formulate a very dangerous theory. If religious and moral 
ideas do not occupy the attention of playwrights, the opposite will 
speedily do so, whilst the art that takes no colour from reUgion or 
morality can never prosper. The great value of the drama (and I 
lei&c more especially to reUgious plays) as an imdoubted and un- 
mistakable force in Ufe is, and alwa}^ will be, the measure of its 
abihty to combine with amusement the power of dealing with the 
great and solemn issues of life — i.e., as Mr. Hall Caine has stated, 
its great passions, its great sins, its great sorrows, its great 
self-sacrifices, its great atonements. I would therefore ask that 
all those who depreciate the stage — especially the clergy and 
laity of the Established Church, and also IMssenting ministers 
and laity throughout the country — should first reaUse that 
there is no place more fit and proper than the theatre for 
their presence, and if they stay away from it, either from 
ignorance or contempt of its unworthier side, they weaken its 
nobler side. In short, by giving countenance to whatsoever is pure 
and wholesome and of good report, they strengthen the theatre as 
a great moral force and educator in their midst. It is folly to ignore 
— as they who speak from pulpits and platforms are apt to ignore, 
and as a high dignitary of the Church of England has recently stated 
in Westminster Abbey (I refer to Canon Duckworth) — ^the power 
and attraction of the stage ; for, indeed, he added, they could not 
overrate it. They knew — or, at least, they ought to know — ^that 
there were millions of the community whom the Church failed to 
reach, and for whom the stage was the only accepted teacher. And 
I would add, also, the weighty and broad-minded words of the present 
Bishop of London, Dr. Ingram, who, in preaching on behalf of the 
Actors' Church Union, stated that he "looked upon actors and 
ministers of the Church as brothers in arms, who were working with 
the same object. As love of the drama was one of the most ancient 
loves of the human race, so it was one of its greatest instincts. The 
stage had a marvellous opportimity of touching and teaching good 
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to thousands of people who never entered a church, and with whom 
he and his brother clergy were unable to come into contact. It 
was an opportunity of service which the Almighty had given it." 

All religious plays, therefore, will thus help to carry on this 
mighty mission for good, armed with weapons forged expressly to do 
instant battle at all times with coarseness and vulgarity, sin and 
degradation, and every form of rampant evil. Our Divine Master 
frequently dramatised some ethical problem, then staged and 
surrounded it with intense dramatic interest, dealing with such 
virtues as charity and other "jewelled amulets" in men and 
women, and finely clothing them in human form. I therefore 
assert my firm belief that the day is near at hand when we shall 
see a great deal of our reUgious teaching effected in the house 
we now call the theatre, and it will also come to be regarded 
by the Puritan spirit and Nonconformist conscience as a place 
where the upUfting of one's morals goes hand in hand with the 
enUghtenment of the mind and the relaxation of the body, so that 
they will cease deprecating and disparaging an art which, because it 
is a high art, an elevating force, and a Uberal education, is a hand- 
maid of religion itself. 

I firmly beUeve, further, that the people would welcome such 
religious representations, because they need in their daily Ufe 
spiritual, and elevating thoughts brought into their minds and hearts, 
in order to find adequate mental sustenance, just as much as they 
daily require food for their bodily nutrition. The dramatic instinct 
is innate in human nature. It is an integral part of it ; hence it 
is impossible to deprive it of any mode of expression. That it can 
be and is abused is no reason why it should not be used. The great 
Puritan boycott of the EngUsh stage was a natural reaction against 
the unbridled licence of the theatre. In like manner the exaltation 
of celibacy over marriage by the Early Church was the product of 
a similar reaction against the prevaiUng evils of the day. But these 
reactions are apt to carry men and women too far, and human nature 
will assert itself in the end. The vast and earnest play-going pubUc 
of to-day is not losing its artistic sense in the slightest degree, whilst 
it is the most faithful and most grateful in all Europe, especially to 
all those who are successful in drawing forth and reveaUng their nobler 
selves and artistic emotions. For the theatre should exist primarily 
to educate and ennoble the minds and hearts of the people, and 
** to wake their souls by gentle strokes of art," whilst mere amuse- 
ment should take but a secondary place, so that, being essentially 
ethical, the great mass of humanity will learn, as in the past, their 
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gentler courtesies of manner, their charity, and much of their fine 
courage within its walls. There exists in Great Britain to-day a very 
Slite of cultured people, and the EngUsh stage has this great hope — 
viz. that in its dramatic art it is steadily moving in credit with them. 
In conclusion, I desire with these few prefatory remarks to quote 
two letters, selected from a vast body of correspondence, which I 
have received from two representative men, one a member of the 
great AngUcan Church, a Doctor of Letters and late Fellow of Jesus 
G)llege, Cambridge, the other a prominent minister in the Noncon- 
formist body of Free Churchmen, the Rev. R. J. Campbell, M.A., 
the well-known minister of the City Temple. 
Dr. C. A. M. Fennell wrote as follows : — 

" I have carefully read through your tragedy of Paradise 
Lost, and compared it with Milton's great epic. You have 
succeeded admirably in preserving Milton's rhs^hm and diction, 
thereby seeming a dignity and emotional restraint suitable to 
the subject. You have acted wisely, in my opinion, in sup- 
pressing or giving more secular equivalents to the scriptural 
and Uturgical words which the subject enforces on divines and 
epic poets. Epic poetry seems to me to pre-suppose more leisure 
than modem Ufe offers, and I think you have conferred a great 
boon on many readers who would shirk from, or get wearied by, 
Milton's immortal poems by arranging, as you have, a well- 
constructed drama. I approve of the substitution of a seraph 
for the Second Person of the Trinity, and do not think the interest 
is seriously impaired thereby. In conclusion, I desire to say 
that the action and sentiments are absolutely unobjectionable." 
The Rev. R. J. Campbell, M.A., wrote as follows :— 

" I see nothing irreverent or out of place in dramatising 

* Paradise Lost.' It would, I think, more fitly deserve a place 

on the stage than most of the subjects that appear there." 

With these two expressions of opinion, first as to some of the 

merits of such a tragedy as I have endeavoured to construct from 

the great epic, next as to the fitting presentation of " Paradise Lost " 

on the English stage of to-day, I leave the matter for the thoughtful 

and earnest consideration of the playgoing pubUc both here and 

abroad, and of all those who never enter a theatre, and all from 

whom I have received so many courteous and kindly letters, for 

which I tender my heartfelt thanks, the views of my correspondents 

in so many instances coinciding with my own. 

W. S. 
London, W. 
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENERY. 





ACT I. 


Scene 1. 
Scene 11. 

Scene III. 


. . Hades. 

. . Pandemonium. 

{The Palace of Satan.) 
..The Gates of Hades. 




ACT IL 


Scene I. 
Scene II. 


. . Mount Niphates. 
. . The Garden of Eden. 
{The Dream.) 




ACT III. 


Scene I. 


. . The Garden of Eden. 

{The Temptation and Fall.) 




ACT IV. 


^SCENE I. 

Scene II. 


. . Pandemonium. 

{The Palace of Satan.) 
. . The Garden of Eden. 

{The Banishment.) 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 




.MORTALS. 


Adam. 


Eve. 




IMMORTALS. 


Michael. 
Gabriel. ; 
Raphael.', 
Uriel. 


UZZIEL. 

Ithuriel. 
Zephon. 
Attendant Spirits. 


PHANTOMS IN HADES. 


Satan. Moloch. 
Beelzebub. Chemos. 
AsTARTE {Queen of Heaven). Dagon. 
Thammiez. Belial. 
RiMMON. Sin {The Portress). 
AzAZEL {The Standard Bearer). Death {The Goblin). 



Phantom Vassals and Soldiers, Furies, etc^ 
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Paradise Lost. 

A DRAMA IN FOUR ACTS. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Hades. 

The rising of the Curtain discloses Satan and Beelzebub on a lake 
of liquid fire looking towards a darksome plain beyond, where 
are assembled and lying about in prostration the fallen spirits 
which have been driven with them out of Heaven after warring 
against the Almighty. Suddenly they are stirred by the 
distant rolling thunders and lightnings amid the darkness^ 
and then the defiant voice of Satan is heard speaking to 
Beelzebub. 

Satan. Oh, fallen spirit ! Oh, how changed 
From him who, in the happy realms of light, 
Clothed with transcendent brightness, didst outshine 
Myriads though bright ! If he whom mutual league. 
United thoughts and counsels, equal hope 
And hazard in the glorious enterprise, \ 

Joined with me once, now misery hath joined 
In equal ruin ; into what depths thou seest 
From what height fall'n ; so much the stronger proved 
He with his thimder : and till then, who knew 
The force of those dire arms ? Yet not for those, 
Or what the potent Victor in his rage 
Can else inflict, do I repent or change. 

[Addressing the fallen spirits defiantly, who now begin to uprise. 

Ye spirits armed, innumerable force, 

Who raised me to contend with the Supreme ; 

His utmost power with adverse power opposed 

In dubious battle on the plains of Heaven ; 

And shook his throne ! What if the field be lost ? 

All is not lost ; [Shouts of approval and brandishing of arms, 

the imconquerable will 
And study of revenge, inunortal hate, 
And courage never to submit or yield, 
Never that glory shall his wrath or might 
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Extort from me. [Shouts of approval, whilst Satan rises in his seat. 

To bow and sue for grace 
With suppliant knee, and deify His power ; 
That were an ignominy and shame beneath 
Our downfall. Since by fate the strength of gods, 
And this emp3n:eal substance cannot f aol ; 
We may with more successful hope resolve 
To wage by force or guile eternal war, 
Irreconcileable to our great Foe 
Who triumphs still, and, in the height of joy 
Sole reigning, holds the Celestial Ts^-anny. 
To arms ! to arms, brave legions, against him 
Whose high will we resist. [Applause. 

Satan hereupon resumes his seat, when his compeer Beelzebub 
rises, and addresses him and the assembled hosts. 

Beelzebub. O mighty Chief of many throned Powers who daredst 
Fearless to endanger th' universal ruler 
And put to proof his high supremacy. 
Too well we see and rue this dire event. 
That with sad overthrow and foul defeat 
Hath lost us Heaven, and all this mighty host 

[Turns and peers around. 
In terrible destruction laid thus low, 
As far as gods and ethereal essences 
Can perish. But the mind and spirit remains 
Invincible ; [Shouts of approval, with flashing of spears. 

for vigour soon retiirns. 
Though all our glory be extinct, and happy state 
Be swallowed up here in endless misery ! 
But what if he our Conqueror (whom I now 
Of force beUeve almighty, since nought less 
Could have prevailed o'er our stupendous force) 
Has left us this our spirit and strength entire 
That we may so suflSce his vengeful ire, 
Or do him mightier service as his thralls. 
What then can it avail that yet we feel ) 
Strength imdiminished or eternal being — 
To undergo eternal punishment ? 

Applause, during which Beelzebub resumes his seat. 
Satan then slowly rises again and speaks. 

Satan. Fallen spirit, to be weak is to be miserable, 
Doing or suffering : but of this be sure. 
To do aught good never will be our task, 

[Shouts and brandishing of sword <, 
But ever to do ill our sole delight. 
For this is contrary to his high will 
Whom we oppose. [Shouts of approval 
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If then his prescience 
Out of our evil seek to bring forth good. 
Our labour must be to pervert that end, 
And out of good still to find means of evil. 
Which ofttimes may succeed, so as perhaps 
Shall grieve him, and disturb 
His inmost cotmsels from their destined aim. 

The thunder and lightning increase in volume, during which 
Satan is seen peering into the distance. 

See ye yon dreary plain forlorn and wild, 

[All turn their eyes and peer into the distance. 

The seat of desolation, void of light ? 

Thither let us proceed, Beelzebub, 

From the dire tossing of these fiery waves ; 

There rest, if any rest can harbour there ; 

And, re-assembling our afficted powers. 

Consult how we may henceforth most offend 

Our enemy, and our own loss repair. 

And overcome this dire calamity. 

Till we fresh stores of power shall gain from hope. 

If not strong resolution from despair. 

Satan makes towards the plain amidst the rolling thunders : 
being joined by Beelzebub, he continues speaking upon 
his regaining the soil. 

Satan. Is this the region, this the soil, the clime [Looks around. 
Which we must change for bliss ? This mournful gloom 
For that celestial light ? [Pointing above. 

Be it so ! Farewell I 
Ye happy realms where joy for ever dwells : 
Hail horrors — ^hail infernal world*! And thou, 
Profoimdest Hell, receive thy new possessor ! 
One who doth bring a mind not to be changed 
By place or time. For the mind is its own place [Solemnly. 

And in itself can make a Heaven of Hell, [Murmurs. 

A Hell of Heaven. 

What matter where, if I be still the same. 
And what I should be, all but less than he 
Here at the least we shall be free ; for sure 
The Almighty hath not built here for his envy. 
And will not drive us from so cursed a mansior 
Here we may reign secure ; and in my choice 
To reign is worth ambition, though in Hell ; 
Better to reign in Hell, than serve in Heaven. 

[Satan turns to Beelzebub. 

But wherefore let we then our faithful friends, 
The associates and co-partners of our loss, 
C 
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Stand thus astonished on this darksome plain [Painting to them. 
And csXL them not to share with us their part 
In this unhappy reahn, or once again 
With raUied arms to try what may be yet 
Regained Above, or what more lost Below ? 

Beelzebub then speaks. 

Beelzebub. O mighty Leader of these armies bright, 
Which, but the Omnipotent, hone could have foiled ! 
Hearing thy heartening voice, they will resume 
New courage, and revive, though now they remain 
Grovelling and prostrate by this lake of fire. 

Satan summons forth the trumpeters, who caU the legions 
together. They form themselves in battle array, whilst 
he, with uplifted sword and defiant voice, exclaims : — 

Satan. Princes, Potentates, flower of Warrior Spirits ! 
Back to the gates of yon supernal realm, 
Once yours, now lost ! Arise, or be for ever fallen ! 

AzAZEL unfurls the standard, whilst the legions with 
flashing swords and uplifted spears and banners 
with one mighty shout exclaim : — 

'* To arms ! to arms ! 

Back to the everlasting gates ! *' 

As they cease, Satan again addresses them ere they depart. 

Satan. O myriads of immortal spirits ! O Powers 
Matchless, but with Omnipotence, and that strife 
Was not inglorious, though the event was dire. 
As this place testifies, and this dire change, j 
Hateful to utter ; but what power of mind, 
Forseeing or presaging, from the depth 
Of knowledge past or present, could have feared 
How such united force of gods, how such 
As stood Uke these, could ever know repulse ? 

[Shout of approval and flashing of swords. 
Henceforth his might we know, and know our own. 
So as not either to provoke, or dread 
New war provoked ; our better part remains 
To work in close design, by fraud or guile, 
What force effected not ; that he no less 
At length from us may find, who overcomes 
By force hath overcome but half his foe. [Shouts. 

Space may produce new worlds whereof so rife 
There went a fame through Kosmos, that he ere long 
Intended to create and therein plant 

A generation, whom his choice regard [AU listen very eagerly. 

Should favour equal to celestial spirits. 
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Thither, if but to pry, shall be perhaps 

Our first eruption, thither or elsewhere ; [Shouts of approval. 

For this infernal pit shall never hold 

Celestial Beings. Nor shall the Abyss [Shouts. 

Long under darkness cover. But these thoughts 

Full counsel must be taken to mature 

In our high capital, Pandemoniimi. 

For who can think submission ? War, then, war, [Defiantly. 

Open or understood, must be resolved. 

War to the gates of th' Empyrean ! 

Great applause amid the flashing of swords and spears, whilst 
Mammon leads on the host, headed by Azazel, who is 
followed by Satan and Beelzebub and his peers. 

Curtain. 



SCENE II.— Pandemonium— The Palace of Satan. 

On fising of curtain the mighty legions are found assembled around 
the thrones, and herald the approach of Satan and his Peers 
with trumpet calls and martial music. Satan ascends and 
sits exalted on the highest throne, surrounded on either side 
by Beelzebub, Mammon, and Moloch, with sceptres and in 
kingly apparel. Satan,* /«W of vain and proud imaginings, 
and still determined to pursue vain war with Heaven, speaks 
once more defiantly as the tumult ceases. 

Satan. Powers and Dominions, Deities august ! 
I give not bliss for lost ; from this descent 
Celestial virtues rising will appear 
More glorious and more dread than from no fall, 
And trust themselves to fear no second fate. 
Me though just right and the fixed laws of Heaven 
Did first create your leader, next, free choice, [Applause. 

With what besides, in counsel or in flight. 
Hath been achieved of merit, yet this loss. 
Thus far at least recovered, hath much more 
Established in a safe tmenvied throne. 
Yielded with full consent. The happier state 
Above, which follows dignity, might draw 
Envy from each inferior ; but who here 
Will envy whom the highest place exposes 
Foremost to stand against the Tyrant's aim 
Your bulwark, and condemns to greatest share 
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Of endless pain ? Where there is then no good 

For which to strive, no strife can grow up fiiere 

From faction ; for none, sure, will claim in Hell 

Precedence ; none, whose portion is so small 

Of present pain, that with ambitious mind 

Will covet more. With this advantage then 

To imion, and firm faith, and firm accord. 

More than can be above, we now return 

To claim our just inheritance of old, 

Surer to prosper than prosperity 

G>uld have assured us ; and by what best way, 

Whether of open war, or covert guile. 

We now debate ; let him who can advise now speak. 

A strange silence ensues, whilst Satan resumes his seat; 
then suddenly Moloch rises and speaks fiercely and 
fearlessly to the assembled legions. 

Moloch. My sentence is for instant open war — 

[Great shouts of approval. 
Of wiles, more unexpert, I boast not ; 
All ye who stand in arms, and longing wait 
The signal to ascend, sit ye Ungering here 
As fugitives, who for your dweUing place 
Accept this dark opprobrious den of shame, 
The prison of his tyranny who reigns 
By our delay ? No ! let us rather choose. 
Armed with hell-flames and fury, all at once 
O'er Heaven's high towers to force resistless way [Applause. 

Against the Torturer ; but to some perhaps 
The way seems diflftcult and steep to scale 
With upright wing against a higher foe. 
Let such bethink them, if the sleepy drench 
Of that forgetful lake benumb not still. 
That in our proper motion we ascend 
Up to our native seat ; descent and fall 

To us is adverse. Who but felt of late, [Shouts ofj^pproval. 

When the fierce foe hung on our broken rear 
Insulting, and pursued us through the deep. 
With what compulsion and laborious flight, 
We sunk thus low ? The ascent is easy, then ;' 
The event is feared. ^ [Murmurs. 

Should we again provoke 
Our stronger, some worse way his wrath may find"" 
To our destruction, if there be in Hell 
Fear to be worse destroyed. What can be worse 
Than to dwell here, driven out from bliss, condemned 
In this abhorred deep to utmost woe ? 

[Murmurs of loud discontent. 
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What fear we then ? What doubt we to incense 

His utmost ire ? Happier far aboUshed, 

Than miserable to have eternal being ! 

Or, if our substance be indeed divine, 

And cannot cease to be, we are at worst 

On this side nothing, and by proof we feel 

Our power sufi5cient to disturb his realm — [Shouts. 

Aye, with perpetual inroads to alarm. 

Though inaccessible, his fatal throne : 

Which, if not victory, is yet revenge. 

Desperate revenge {frowning], and sated lust of battle ! 

Shouts of approval and clashing of arms, during which Moloch 
resumes his seat. Suddenly Belial arises, and with 
persuasive tongue, less defiant in tone, yet gracious and 
dignified in manner, counsels the assembled legions to 
ignoble ease and peaceful sloth. 

Belial. O mighty Prince 
And Peers, I should be much for open war, 
As not behind in hate, if what was urged 
Main reason to persuade immediate war 
Did not dissuade me most, and seem to cast 
Ominous conjecture on the whole success ; 
First, what revenge ? The towers of Heaven are filled 
With armed watch, that render all access 
Impregnable. Or could we break our way 
By force, and at our heels all Hell should rise, 
With blackest insurrection, to confound 
Heav'n's pure Ught. No ; repulsed, our final hope] 
Is flat despair; we must exasperate 
The Almighty Victor to spend all his rage. 
And that must end us — that must be our cure. 
To be no more. [Shouts of disapproval. 

Sad cure ! for who would lose, [Persuasively. 

Though full of pain, this intellectual being. 
These thoughts that wander through eternity. 
To perish rather, swallowed up and lost 
In the wide womb of uncreated night. 
Devoid of sense and motion ? And who knows. 
Let this be good, whether our angry Foe 
Can give it, or will ever ? how he can 
Is doubtful ; that he never will is sure. 
War, therefore, open or concealed, aUke 
My voice dissuades ; for what can force or guile 
With him, or who deceive his mind, whose eye \ 
Views all things at one view ? He from farthest height 
All these our counsels vain sees and derides. 
Shall we then Uve thus vile, the godUke race 
Thus trampled, thus expelled, to suffer here 
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Chains and these torments ? Better these than worse, 

By my advice : [Murmurs of disapproval. 

since fate inevitable 
Subdues us, and omnipotent decree. 
The Victor's will. This now*s unchangeably 
Our doom ; which, if we can sustain and bear. 
Our supreme Foe, in time, may much remit 
His anger, satisfied with what is punished. 

Belial resumes his seat amid murmurs of disapproval, where- 
upon Mammon rises to speak, counselling peace. 

Mammon. O mighty Monarch, to disenthrone our Foe 
We war, if war be best, or to regain 
Our own right lost. Him to unthrone we then 
May hope, when everlasting Fate shall yield 
To fickle Chance, and Chaos judge the strife ! 
Let us rather seek our own good from ourselves, 
And from our own, Uve to ourselves alone ; 
Prefer hard Uberty to the easy yoke 
Of servile pomp. All things invite 
To peaceful counsels, and the settlement 
Of order, how in safety best we may 
Compose our present evils, with regard 
Of what we are and where, dismissing quite 
All thoughts of war. [Murmurs of loud dissent. 

Mammon resumes his seat, whilst Beelzebub, who has 
watched with great and growing pleasure the dissatis- 
faction of the assembled legions, rises and speaks gravely^ 
yet majestically, with devilish counsel. 

Beelzebub. O mighty Paramount, and ye Imperial Powers, 
Offspring of purest Essence, 
Ethereal Virtues ! Or these titles now 
Must we renounce, and changing style, be called 
Princes of Hell ? [Shouts of disapproved. 

For be assured that he. 
In height or depth, still first and last will reign 
Sole King, and of his kingdom lose no part 
By our revolt, but over Hell extend 
His Empire, and with iron sceptre rule 
Us here, as with his golden those on high. 
Why sit we then projecting peace or war ? 
War hath determined us, and foiled with loss 
Irreparable ; terms of peace yet none 
Vouchsafed or sought ; for what peace will be given 
To us enslaved, but custody severe. 
And stripes, and arbitrary punishment 
Inflicted ? and what peace can we return. 
But, to our power, hostility and hate. 
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But what if we can find 

Some easier enterprise ? [All listen very intently. 

There is a place, 
Another world of old prophetic fame, 
The happy seat of some new race called Man, 
About this time to be created Uke 
To us, though less in power and excellence. 
But favoured more of him who rules above : 
So was his will 

Pronoimced among the gods, and by an oath, 
That shook his realm's circumference, confirmed. 
Thither let us bend all our thoughts, to learn 
What creatures there inhabit, of what mould 
Or substance, how endured, and what their power. 
And where their weakness, how attempted best 
By force or craft. Though shut the seat of bUss 
And its high Arbitrator sit secure 
In his own strength, this place may he exposed — 
This utmost border of his kingdom, left 
To their defence who hold it ; here perhaps 
Some advantageous act may be achieved 
By sudden onset. Advise if this be worth 
Attempting, or to sit in darkness here 
Hatching vain empires ? 

[Loud murmurs of dissent, then suddenly they exclaim — 

To arms ! War to the gates of Bliss ! 

The assembled hosts take counsel with each other, whilst 
Beelzebub bends towards Satan and whispers into his 
ear. Their eyes are sparkling with joy, whilst revenge 
is revealed on every countenance. Suddenly there rises 
a mighty shout. 

Deliverance I deUverance for us all ! 

Beelzebub. Synod of gods 3 well have ye judged, well ended 
The long debate, and like to what ye are. 
Great tfings resolved ; which from the lowest deep 
Will once more Uft us up, in spite of Fate, 
Nearer our ancient seat ; the which perchance 
We may re-enter from some neighbouring zone. [Applause. 

But whom shall we despatch ? Whom shall we find 
SuflScient ? Who shall tempt with wandering feet 
The dark, unbottomed, infinite abyss. 
And through the palpable obscure find out 
His uncouth way, ere he at length arrive 
The happy isle ? What strength, what art can then 
Sufl&ce, or what evasion bear him safe 
Through the strict senteries and stations thick 
Of angels watching round ? Here he will need 
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All circumspection, and we now no less 

Choice in our suffrage ; for on whom we send 

The weight of all, and our last hope reUes. 

Who then shall be the sole antagonist 

To bear the dreadfiQ voyage, till he finds 

DeUverance for us all ? Deliverance ! [Great shouts of approval. 

The assembled legions, on Beelzebub resuming his seat, 
raise their spears and swords, and vehemently shout 
with one accord : — 

'* Our God and King ! Our God and King ! " 

[Pointing to Satan amid the tumult and flourish of trumpets. 
Meanwhile, Satan sits with pensive mien on his throne, 
until the shouts subside. Then suddenly a solemn silence 
fills the palace, and each seems to be reading in each 
other's countenance their own dismay, fearing that Satan 
will not attempt the task and face once more the celestial 
tyranny. No one offers their services for the great enter- 
prise, whilst Satan, unmoved, yet conscious of his pride 
and the transcendent glory which raises him above his 
feUows, rises slowly, and begins to speak determinedly. 

Satan. O progeny of Heaven, empyreal Thrones ! 
With reason hath deep silence and demur 
Seized us, though imdismayed. Long is the way 
And hard, that out of Hell leads up to Ught ; 
Our prison strong, this huge convex of fire, 
Outrageous to devour, immures us round 
Ninefold, and gates of burning adamant. 
Barred over us, prohibit all egress. 
But I should ill become this throne, O Peers ! 
And this imperial sway, if aught proposed 
And judged of public moment, in the shape \ 
Of difficulty or danger, could deter 
Me from attempting. [Shouts of approval. 

Wherefore do I assume 
These royalties, and not refuse to reign. 
Refusing to accept as great a share 
Of hazard as of honour, due aUke 
To him who reigns, and so much to him due 
Of hazard more, as he above the rest 
High honoured sits ? Go, therefore, mighty Powers ! 
Terrible still, though fallen ; intend at home 
While here shall be our home, what best may ease 
The present misery, and render Hell ' ' 

More tolerable : if there be cure or charm 
To respite, or deceive, or slack the pain 
Of this ill mansion. Intermit no watch 
Against a wakeful foe, while I abroad 
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Through all the coasts of dark destruction seek 
DeUverance for us all : this enterprise 
None shall partake with me. Farewell, ye Peers ! ,' 
And wait, for your deUverance, my return. 

At this moment Satan resumes his seat, whilst the assembled 
host bow down before him in deepest and abject reverence. 
Then suddenly they rise as he descends from his throne 
to depart, accompanied by his peers and the standard- 
bearer AzAZEL, amid the sounds of trumpet blasts. Then 
Moloch leads the first company of Phantoms, whilst 
Chemos, Thammuz, Dagon, Rimmon, and Belial head 
the others as they march out in companies, flashing their 
swords and spears amid the martial music and their 
triumphant shouts. 

Curtain. 



SCENE III.— The Gates of Hades. 

The rising of the Curtain discloses the gates of Hades guarded on either 
side by two formidable spirits. One, a female Portress 
named Sin, the other a goblin, her son, named Death. As 
Satan approaches, the latter starts to hurl a fiery dart towards 
him, and to prevent his advances. 

Satan [angrily]. Whence and what art thou, execrable Shape ? 
That darest, though grim and terrible, advance 
Thy miscreated front athwart my way 
To yonder gates ? Through them I mean to pass, 

[Approaches them again. 

That be assured, without leave asked of thee. 
Retire, or taste thy folly and learn by proof, 
Hell-bom, not to contend with higher spirits. 

Goblin Death [wrathfully]. Art thou that traitor-angel ? Art 
thou he. 
Who first broke peace above and faith, till then 
Unbroken, and in proud rebeUious arms, 
Drew after him the third part of his race 
Conjured against the Highest : for which both thou 
And they, outcast from him, are here condemned 
To waste eternal days in woe and pain ? 
And reckon'st thou thyself with higher spirits 
Hell-doomed, and breath'st defiance here and scorn 
Where I reign king, and, to enrage thee more. 
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Thy king and lord ? Back to thy punishment, [Angrily. 

False fugitive ! And to thy speed add wings, 

Lest with a whip of scorpions I pursue 

Thy Hngering, or with one stroke of this dart 

[Throws the fiery dart. 

Strange horror seize thee, and pangs unfelt before. 

The Goblin becomes more incensed, whilst Satan, unterrified, 
thrusts at him his sword. Suddenly ^ in anger, the woman 
form rises up and stands between the two combatants. 

Portress Sin. O father, what intends thy hand against 
Thy only son ? What fury, O son, [Turning to the Gobun. 

Possesses thee to bend that mortal dart 
Against thy father's head ? And know'st for whom ; 
For him who sits above, and laughs the while 
At thee, ordained his drudge to execute 
Whatever his wrath bids, which one day will quench 
Ye both. Forbear ! Nor breathe defiance here ! 

The Goblin Death draws back at her words, whilst Satan 
watches and listens intently, then speaks. 

Satan. So strange thy outcry, and thy words so strange 
Thou interposest, that my sudden hand 
Prevented, spares to tell thee yet by deeds 
What it intends, till first I know of thee 
What thing thou art, thus double-formed and why, 
In this infernal vale first met, thou call'st 
Me father, and that phantasm call'st my son. 
I know thee not, nor ever saw till now 
Sight more detestable than him and thee. 

Portress Sin [eagerly]. Hast thou forgot me then ? And do I 
seem 
Now in thine eyes so foul ^ once deemed so fair 
Above, when at the assembly, and in sight 
Of all the Seraphim, with thee combined 
In bold conspiracy against our King, 
All on a sudden miserable pain 
Surprised thee, dim thine eyes, and dizzy swum 
In darkness, while thy head flames thick and fast 
Threw forth, till on tiie left side opening wide, 
Likest to thee in shape and countenance bright^ 
Then shining heavenly fair, a goddess armed. 
Out of thy head I sprung ; amazement s^zed 
All the hosts of spirits, who recoiled afraid 
At first, and called me Sin, and for a sign 
Portentous held me ; but, famihar grown, 
I pleased, and with attractive graces won 
Thee most averse, thee chiefly, who full oft 
Thyself in me thy perfect image viewing 
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Becam'st enamoured, and such joy thou took'st 

With me in secret, that my womb conceived 

A growing burden. [Hesitates. 

Satan [eagerly]. Speak on, speak on, iair spirit, thee I recall 
Antagonist with me against tyrannic Power. 

Portress Sin. In the general fall 
I also fell ; straightway this powerful key [Reveals a key. 

Into my hand was given, with charge to keep 
These gates for ever shut, which none can pass [Pointing to them. 
Without my opening. Pensive here I sat alone : 
At last this odious offspring whom thou seest. 
Thine own begotten, breaking violent way. 
Came forth ; and he, my inbred enemy 
Forth issued, brandishing his fatal dart 
Made to destroy. I fled, and cried out, "Death/" 
I fled ; but he pursued inflamed with rage. 
Me overtook, his mother, all dismayed. 
Grim Death, my son and foe, would me, his parent, 
Full soon devour, for want of other prey. 
But that he knows his end with mine involved; 
So Fate pronotmces. But do thou, O father ! 
I warn thee, shun his deadly arrow. Vain 
Or confidence or hope thou mayst conceive 
To be invulnerable in thy bright arms. 
Though tempered heavenly, for that mortal dart 
Save he who reigns above, none can resist. 

Satan. Dear daughter ! since thou claim'st me for they sire. 
And my fair son here show'st me, the dear pledge 
Of dalliance had with thee above, and joys 
Then sweet, now sad to mention, through dire change 
Befallen us, unforeseen, unthought of, know 
I come no enemy, but to set free. 
From out this dark and dismal house of pain, 
Both him and thee, and all th' ethereal host 
Of spirits, that, in our just pretences armed. 
Fell with us from on high, from them I go 
This uncouth errand sole, and one for all 
Myself expose, with lonely steps to seek 
With wandering quest a place foretold 
In the purUeus of Ether. This once known 
Soon shall I return, and bring ye to the place 
Where thou and Death shall dwell at ease ; and, fed 
And filled inmieasurably, all shall be your prey. 

The Goblin Death gives a ghastly smile^ on hearing of this promise. 
His mother, the Portress Sin, smiles on him and at 
Satan in return. 

Portress Sin. The key of this infernal pit, by due 
And by command of yon all-powerful King, 
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I keep, by him forbidden to unlock 

These adamantine gates : against all force 

Death ready stands to interpose his dart. 

But what owe I to his conunands above, ' [Angrily. 

Who hates me, and hath hither thrust me down 

Into this gloom of Hell profoimd, to sit 

Here in perpetual agony and pain ? 

Thou art my father, thou my author, thou 

My being gavest me ; whom should I obey 

But thee ? Whom follow ? Thou wilt bring me soon 

To that new world of Ught and bUss, among 

The gods who live at ease, where I shall reign 

At thy right hand voluptuous, as beseems 

Thy daughter and thy darling, without end. 

Suddenly she takes the key from her side, then places it in the 
gatesy untU, every bolt and bar becoming unfastened, they 
fly open, Satan approaches the entrance and views 
the wild abyss beyond, then, waving his adieux to the 
Portress Sin and the Goblin Death, disappears amid 
the thundering elements. The scene gradually darkens. 

Curtain. 
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SCENE I.— Mount Niphates— (Eventide). 

The rising of the Curtain discloses Satan standing alone on the moun- 
tain top in deep meditation. Suddenly a light appears beyond, 
and the spirit Uriel is seen approaching him. He recognises 
him in wonder and awe, then, bending low, accosts him. 

Satan [hypocritically]. Uriel, for thou of those seven Spirits that 
stand 
In sight of his high throne, gloriously bright, 
Art first to interpret the ctamific Will ! 
Bright Seraph, tell in which of all these orbs. 
Hath Man his fixbd seat, 
That I may find him, and with secret gaze. 
Behold him upon whom have been bestowed' 
Worlds, and on whom all god Uke graces poured ; 
That both in him and all things, as is meet, 
The universal Maker we may laud 
And serve him better ; wise are all his ways. 

[Eyes him intently and anxiously. 

KUriel. Look downward o'er this globe, whose hither side [Point- 
With Ught from thence, though but reflected, shines ; ing. 

This place is Earth, the seat of man ; that light, 
His diciy. The spot to which I point is Paradise, 
Adam's abode ; those lofty shades, his bower, 

[Satan smiles in self satisfaction. 
The way thou canst not miss, me mine requires. 

Satan exults inwardly, and bows reverently before the departing 
spirit, then delivers his soul, invoking the Sun. 

Satan. O thou ! that, with surpassing glory crowned, 
Lookest from thy sole dominion Uke the god 
Of this new world ; at whose sight all the stars 
Hide their diminished heads ; to thee I call. 
But with no friendly voice, and add thy name, 

Stm ! to tell thee how I hate thy beams. 
That bring to my remembrance from what state 

1 fell, how glorious once above thy sphere ; 
Till pride and worse ambition threw me down, 
Warring on high 'gainst highest Omnipotence. 
Be then his love accursed ! since, love or hate, 
To me alike it. deals eternal woe. 

Nay, cursed am I ! since against His my will 
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Chose freely what it now so justly rues. 

Me miserable ! which way I fly. 

Infinite wrath and infinite despair ? 

Which way I fly is Hell ; myself am Hell ; [Angrily. 

And in the lowest deep, a lower deep, 

Still threatening to devour me, opens wide 

To which the Hell I suffer seems a Heaven. 

Is there no place left for repentance, none 

For pardon left ? None left but by submission ; 

Alas ! true reconcilement 

Can never grow where wounds of deadly hate 

Have pierced so deep. So farewell hope ; 

And with hope, farewell fear, farewell remorse ! 

All good to me is lost ; 

Evil be thou my Good ; by thee at least 

Divide I empire with my vanquisher, 

By thee, and more than half, perhaps, will reign ; 

As man ere long, and this new world shall know. 

Satan slowly descends the mountain top^ 
Curtain. 



SCENE II.— The Garden of Eden— The Dream. 

The rising of the Curtain discloses Satan prowling behind the bower 
of Adam and Eve, near the trees of ''Life'* and'' Know- 
ledge** In the rear is seen the East Gate, guarded in the centre 
by the spirit Gabriel, whilst two other spirits guard either 
side of it with drawn swords. Adam and Eve are discovered 
sitting lovingly by the fountain side by side. Satan watches 
them jealously y and speaks to himself. 

Satan. O Hell ! what do mine eyes with grief behold ? 
Into our room of bUss thus high advanced 
Creatures of other mould ; eartii-bom perhaps, 
Not Spirits ; yet to heavenly Spirits bright 
Little inferior; whom my thoughts pursue 
With wonder, and could love, so lively shines 
In them divine resemblance, and such grace 
The hand that formed them on their shape hath poured. 
Ah, gentle pair ! [Eyes them with devilish intent. 

Ye Uttle think how nigh 
Your change approaches, when all these deUghts 
WiU vanish, and deliver you to woe — 
More woe, the more your taste is now of joy. 
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Now league with you I seek, and amity 

So strait, so close, that I with you must dwell, 

Or you with me henceforth ; my dwelling may 

Perchance not please like this fair Paradise, 

Your sense ; yet such accept your Maker's work. 

He gave it me, which I as freely give ; 

Hell shall unfold, to entertain you two, 

Her widest gates ; there will be room to receive 

Your numerous offspring ; if no better place. 

Thank him who puts me loth to this revenge. [Laughs to himself. 

Satan watches Adam and Eve closely, and overhears 
their conversation. 

Adam. Dearer than all, sole partner and sole part 
Of all these joys ; needs must the Power 
That made us, and for us this ample world, 
Be infttiitely good, and of his good 
As Uberal and free as infinite ; 
That raised us from the dust, and placed us here 
In all this happiness, who at his hand 
Have nothing merited, nor can perform 
Aught whereof he hath need ; He who requires ] 
From us no other service than to keep 
This one, this easy charge " Of all the trees 
That bear deUcious fruit in Paradise 
So various, not to taste that only Tree 
Of Knowledge, planted by the Tree of Life." 

[Adam points out the tree to Eve. 

So near grows Death to Life, whatever death is — 

Some dreadful thing no doubt ; for well thou knowest [Earnestly. 

He hath pronounced it death to taste that tree. 

The only sign of our obedience left. 

Let us then ever praise him, and extol 

His bounty, following our delightful task 

To prune these growing plants and tend these flowers. 

Which, were it toilsome, yet with thee were sweet. 

Eve. O thou for whom and from whom I was formed. 
Flesh of thy flesh, without whom I forsooth ^ 
Am to no end, my guide and head ! 
What thou hast said to me is just and right. 
For we to him indeed all praises owe 
And daily thanks, I chiefly, who enjoy 
So far the happier lot, enjoying thee 
Who lent, to give me being, out of thy side 
Nearest thy very heart, substantial Ufe, 
Henceforth to have me by thy side, to thee 
To be an individual solace dear. 
Part of thy soul- 
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I seek thee, and me as thy other half 
Thou claim'st, to this I yield, and now I see 
How beauty is excelled by manly grace, 
And wisdom, which alone is truly fair. 

They kiss each other tenderly, whilst Satan eyes them enviously 
as they rise and walk out of his sight, hand in hand to- 
gether. 

Satan [to himself]. Sight hateful ; sight tormenting ! Thus 
i these two, 
Imparadised in one another's arms 
(The happier Eden), shall enjoy their fiU 
Of bUss on bUss ; while I to Hell am thrust, 
Where neither joy nor love, but fierce desire. 
Among our other torments not the least. 
Still tmfulfilled, with pain of longing pines. 
Yet let me not forget what I have gained 
From their own mouths ; all is not theirs, it seems ; 

[Looks around. 
One fatal tree there stands, of Knowledge called, 

[Looks towards the tree. 

Forbidden them to taste. Knowledge forbidden ? 

Suspicious, reasonless. [AngrUy] Why should their Lord 

Envy them that ? Can it be sin to know ? 

Can it be death ? [Defiantly.] And do they only stand 

By ignorance ? Is that their happy state. 

The proof of their obedience and their faith ? 

O fair fotmdation laid whereon to build 

Their ruin ! Hence I will excite their minds 

With more desire to know, and to reject 

Envious commands, invented with design 

To keep them low, whom knowledge might exaltj^ 

Equal with Gods. Aspiring to be such, 

They taste and die. Live while ye may 

Yet happy pair ! Enjoy, till I return, 

Short pleasures, for long woes are to succeed ! 

Satan slowly departs. The sun begins to set, shedding a 
golden glory on all around as evetUide draws on apace. 
Suddenly Gabriel comes forth from the gateway, followed 
by Uriel and attendant spirits. 
Uriel, Gabriel ! to thee thy course by lot hath given 

Charge and strict watch, that to this happy place 

No evil thing approach or enter in. 

This day, at height of noon, came to yon motmt 

A Spirit, zealous, as he seemed, to know 

More of the Almighty's works, and chiefly man, 

His latest image. But as down the spirit 

Went Edenwards, from far I soon discerned 
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His looks, alien from good, with passions foul 
Obscured. Mine eye pursued the suspect still, 
But under shading boughs lost sight of him. 
One of the banished crew, I fear, hath ventured 
Up from the deep, to raise new troubles. Him 
Thy care must be to find and circumvent. 

Gabriel. Uriel ! no wonder if thy perfect sight 
Amid the sun's bright circle where thou sittest. 
See far and wide. In at this gate [Pointing to if] none pass 
The vigilance here placed, but such as come weU known. 
If Spirit of other sort have stolen within 
The circuit of these walks on purpose, him, 
In whatsoever shape he lurk, of whom 
Thou tell'st, by morrow morning I shall know. 

Uriel departs, followed shortly after by Gabriel, who takes 
up his former position. Darkness begins to spread 
over the garden, and as night approaches, and the stars 
outshine above, Adam and Eve are seen to enter again 
from their wanderings, amid the rising of the resplendent 
moon. 

Adam. Fair consort ! the hour of night, and all things now 
Retired to rest, mind us of Uke repose : 
Since toil and rest are set as day and night. 
To men successive, and the timely dew 
Of sleep now falling with soft slumberous weight 
Inclines our eyeUds. 

To-morrow, ere fresh morning streak the east 
With first approach of light, we must be risen. 
And at our pleasant labour to reform 

Yon flowery arbours, yonder valleys green. [Pointing to them. 

Meanwhile, as Nature wills, night bids us rest. 

Eve. My author and disposer, what thou biddest 
Unargued I obey ; so he ordains. 
He is thy law, thou mine. 

[She looks up into his face trustingly and lovingly. 

To know no more 
Is woman's happiest Knowledge, and her praise. 
With thee conversing I forget aJl time. 
All seasons, and their change ; all please alike.; 
Sweet is the breath of mom, her rising sweet. 
With charm of earUest birds ; pleasant the sun. 
When first on this delightful land he spreads 
His orient beams, on herb, tree, fruit, and flower. 
Glistering with dew ; fragrant the fertile earth 
After soft showers ; and sweet the coining on 
Of grateful evening mild ; then, silent night, 
With this her solemn bird, and this fair moon, 
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And these the gems of Heaven, her starry train ; [Lovingly. 

But neither breath of mom, when she ascends 

With charm of earUest birds ; nor rising sim 

On this delightful land ; nor herb, fruit, flower, 

Glistering with dew ; nor fragrance after showers ; 

Nor grateful even mild ; nor silent night. 

With this her solemn bird ; nor walk by moon. 

Or glittering starUght, without thee, is sweet. 

They walk off together hand in hand lovingly towards their 
bower. Then, suddenly stopping, they fall on their knees 
in reverent adoration, whilst Adam invokes Heaven in 
prayer. 

Adam. Maker Omnipotent ! Thou mad'st the night. 
The day, which we, in our appointed work 
Employed, have passed, happy in mutual help 
And mutual love, the crown of all our bliss 
Ordained by thee ; and this deUcious place. 
For us too large, where thy abundance wants 
Partakers, and tmcropt falls to the ground. 
But Thou hast promised from us two a race 
To fill the earth, who shall with us extol 
Thy goodness infinite, both when we wake 
And when we seek, as now, thy gift of sleep. 

They rise and slowly retire to the bower together to sleep. Gabriel 
comes silently from the gate, followed by the spirits Uzziel, 
Ithuriel, and Zephon and attendant spirits. 

Gabriel. Uzziel, half these draw off, and coast the south 
With strictest watch ; these other wheel the north ; 
Our circuit meets full west. 

Uzziel departs with the attendant spirits. Gabriel then 
calls forth Ithuriel and Zephon. 

Ithuriel and Zephon with all speed 

Search through this garden, leave unsearched no nook. 

But chiefly where those two fair creatures lodge, 

[Pointing to Adam and Eve. 

Now laid perhaps asleep, secure of harm. 

This evening from the sun's decline arrived 

Who tells of some infernal Spirit seen 

Hitherward bent (who could have thought ?) escaped 

The bars of Hell, on errand bad, no doubt ; 

Such, where ye find, seize fast, and hither bring. 

Gabriel departs preceded by Ithuriel and Zephon, who 
begin to search the garden. Satan suddenly enters again, 
and makes towards the bower where Adam and Eve are 
sleeping and at rest. He peers and stirs furtively around, 
then returns to the bower and cunningly begins to whisper 
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into the ear of Eve as she lies asleep, and as if tempting 
her to sin. Whilst in this attitude, Ithuriel and Zephon 
enter with attendant spirits, and discover him at his 
devilish intent and purpose. They approach him, 

Ithuriel. Which of these rebel spirits, adjudged to Hell, 
Comest thou, escaped thy prison ? and transformed. 
Why standest thou, Uke an enemy in wait, 
Here watching at tiiie head of these asleep ? 

Satan. Know ye not me ? Ye knew me once no mate 
For you, there standing where ye durst not soar. 
Not to know me argues yourselves unknown. 
The lowest of your throng ; or, if ye knowj 
Why ask ye, and superiluous begin 
Your message, like to end as much in vain ? 

Zephon. Think not, revolted spirit, thy shape the same 
Or undiminished brightness, to be known. 
As when thou stood'st in Heaven, upright and pure ; 
That glory then, when thou no more wast good. 
Departed from -tfiee ; and thou resemblest now 
Thy sin and place of doom obscure and foul. 
But come, for thou, be sure, shalt give account 
To him who sent us, whose charge is to keep 
This place inviolable, and these \Pointing to Adam and Eve] from 
harm. 

Satan strides about enraged, whilst Ithuriel seeks Gabriel. 
He returns with him, who beholds Satan and his fierce 
demeanour. 

Gabriel [angrUy]. Why hast thou, Satan, broke the bonds pre 
scribed 
To thy transgressions, and disturbed the charge 
Of others, who approve not to transgress 
By thy example, but have power and right 
To question thy bold entrance in this place ; 
Employed, it seems, to violate sleep, and those 
Whose dwelling he hath planted here in bUss ? 

Satan [angrily and defiantly}. Gabriel, thou hadst above the 
esteem of wise 
And such I held thee ; but this question asked 
Puts me in doubt. Lives there who loves his pain ? 
Who would not, finding way, break loose from Hell 
Though thither doomed ? Thou wouldst thyself, no doubt 
And boldly venture to whatever place 
Farthest from pain, where thou mightest hope to change 
Torment with ease, and soonest recompense 
Dole with deUght, which in this place I sought. 
The rest is true, you find me where I am, 
But that implies not violence or harm. 

Gabriel. O loss of one above to judge of wise 
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Since thou hast fallen, whom folly overthrew. 
And now retumest from thy prison 'scaped, 
Gravely in doubt whether to hold them wise 
Or not, who ask what boldness brought him hither 
UnUcensed, from his bounds in Hell prescribed. 

Satan [frovming]. Insulting spirit! Well thou knowest I stood 
Thy fiercest, when in battle to thy aid 
The blasting volleyed thunder made all speed 
And seconded thy else not dreaded spear. 
As leader, I alone first imdertook 
To leave the desolate abyss and spy 
This new-created world, whereof in Hell 
Fame is not silent ; here in hope to find 
Better abode. 

Gabriel [majestically]. Avaunt ! Go thither whence thou cam'st ! 
If from this hour within these hallowed Umits 
Thou appear, back to the pit I drag thee chained 
And seal thee so, as henceforth not to scorn 
The facile gates of Hell too sUghtly barred. 

Satan stands up before Gabriel in threatening and defiant 
attitude. The attendant spirits surround Gabriel as he 
speaks again courageously. 

Satan, I know thy strength, and thou know'st mine. 

Neither our own, but given ; what folly then 

To stand defiant still 'gainst power supreme ! 

For proof look up, and read thy lot in yon 

Celestial realm, [Pointing to the heavens. 

Where thou art weighed, and shown 
How Ught, how wesJc if thou shall dare resist. 

Satan assumes a threatening attitude, then suddenly flees 
away, followed by Gabriel and the attendant band of 
spirits. 

Curtain. 
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ACT in. 

SCENE I. — ^The Garden of Eden — ^The Temptation 
AND Fall. 

The morning has dawned, the sun has risen, Adam and Eve at the rising 
of Curtain are discovered seated at the foot of the fountain 
whilst Eve is relating to Adam her troublesome dream of the 
past night. 

Eve. O thou in whom my thoughts find all repose, 
My glory, my perfection ! Glad I see 
Thy face and mom returned ; for I this night 
(Such night till this I never passed) have dreamed 
If dreamed — ^not, as I oft am wont, of thee. 
Works of day past, or morrow's next design, 
But of offence and trouble, which my mind 
Knew never till this irksome night. Methought [Feelingly. 

Close at mine ear one called me forth to walk ! 
With gentle voice ; I thought it thine. It said : 
'* Why sleep'st thou, Eve ? Now is the pleasant time." 
I rose as at thy call, but fotmd thee not ; 
To find thee I directed then my walk; 
And on, methought, alone I passed through ways 
That brought me on a sudden to the tree 
Of interdicted Knowledge ; fair it seemed. 
Much fairer to my fancy than by day ; 
And, as I wondering looked, beside it stood 
A radiant form. On that tree he also gazed. 
And ** O fair plant," said he, ** with fruit surcharged. 
Deigns none to ease thy load and taste thy sweet. 
Nor God nor man ? " 

Adam. Best image of myself, and dearer half, 
The trouble of thy thoughts this night in sleep 
Affects me equally ; speak on, I entreat. 

Eve. This said, he paused not, but with venturous arm 
He plucked, he tasted. Then, ** O fruit divine, 
Sweet of thyself, but much more sweet thus cropped ! 
Why here forbidden ? Happy though thou art, 
Happier thou mayst be, worthier thou canst not be ; 
Take this, and be henceforth among the gods 
Thyself a goddess, not to earth confined." 

Adam. An uncouth dream, of evil sprung, I fear ! 
But evil whence ? In thee can harboiu: none. 

Eve. So I would hope. But speaking, he drew nigh. 
And to me held, even to my mouth, of that 
Same fruit held part, [Adam becomes astonished^ 
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Which he had plucked ; the pleasant savoury smell 
So quickened appetite, that I, methought, 
Could not but taste. But, oh, how glad I waked 
To find this but a dream ! 

Adam. A dream, a fancy wrought of misjoined talk ; 
Be thou not sad. Evil into thy mind 
May come and go, so unapproved, and leave 
No spot or blame behind. Which gives me hope, 
That what in sleep thou didst abhor to dream. 
Waking thou never will consent to do. 

Eve [she kisses Adam). O Love, thy cheer has nerved my heart 
afresh 
To labour more and to the field make haste; 
But first, from under shady arborous roof 
Let us bend low adoring, and begin 
Our orisons. [Entreatingly. 

They both slowly repair to the arbour once more, and, kneeling 
in adoring attitude, invoke Heaven in prayer, 

Adam, These are Thy glorious works. Parent of good ! 
Imighty! Thine this universal frame, 
Ihus wondrous fair! Thyself how wondrous then! 
Unspeakable, who sitt'st above these Heavens 
To us invisible, or dimly seen 
In these thy lowest works ; yet these declare 
Thy goodness beyond thought, and power divine. 
Hail, universal Lord ! Be bounteous still 
To give us only good ; and, if the night 
Have gathered aught of evil, or concealed. 
Disperse it, as now Ught dispels the dark. 
We are thy care, thy offspring, to be taught 
Thy praise, acknowledging thee, our greater power, 
To make our wills like unto thine own. 

They rise, when suddenly Raphael is seen approaching through 
the garden gate with attendant spirits. 

Adam, Haste hither. Eve, and, worth thy sight, behold. 
Eastward among the trees, what glorious shape 
Comes this way moving— Raphael, methinks, 
The favourable spirit. 

Raphael approaches and greets them, they then stt down 
together whilst they entertain him. 

Raphael. My office is to impart such knowledge of 
Your destinies as is allowed and harmless. 
Your present happiness, great though it be, 
Is not the best ye may expect and merit. 
Your bodies may at last turn all to spirit. 
Improved by tract of time, and winged ascend 
Ethereal, as we, or may at choice 
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Dwell here or in celestial abodes ; 
If ye be found obedient, and retain 
Unalterably firm his love entire, 
Whose progeny you are. Meanwhile, enjoy 
Your fill what happiness this happy state 
Can comprehend, incapable of more. 

Adam. O sociable spirit, propitious guest ! 
Such teaching fills with grateful joy. But say 
What meant thy caution joined, ** If we be found 
Obedient." Can we want obedience then 
To him or possibly his love desert ? 

Raphael. O Son of heaven and earth. 
Attend ! That thou art happy, owe to him ; 
That thou continuest such owe to thyself. 
That is, to thy obedience, therein stand. 
This was the caution given thee ; be advised. 
He made thee perfect, not immutable ; 
And good he made thee, but to persevere 
He left it in thy power ; ordained thy will 
By nature free, not over-ruled by fate. 
But some are fallen — ^to disobedience fallen. 

And so from Bliss to deepest Hell ! O fall [Solemnly. 

From what high state of bUss unto what woe ! 

Adam. Surely we never shall forget to love 
Our Maker, and obey Him, whose command* 
Single is yet so just. 

Raphael [earnestly'}. But of a certain spirit thou should'st beware, 
High Satan, traitorous rebel who declared 
Prestunptuous war against the Omnipotent, 
And, vanquished, fell from the Celestial realm 
Into utter darkness, deep engulfed, his place 
Ordained without redemption, without end. 

Raphael rises with attendant spirits to depart. 

But I can now no more ; the shining sun 

Bids me proceed. 

Be strong, live happy, love ye and obey. 

But first and most of all him whom to love 

Is to obey. Keep thou his great command. 

For I in thy persevering shaJl rejoice 

And all the Blest. Stand fast ! To stand, or fall, 

Free in thine own arbitrement it lies. 

Perfect within, no outward aid require ; 

And all temptation to transgress repel. 

Raphael and the attendant spirits depart, whilst Adam and 
Eve prepare to set out for their day's labours. 

Eve. Adam, well may we labour still to dress 
This garden, still to tend plant, herb, and flower — 1 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



( 40 ) 

Our pleasant task enjoined ; yet now, awhile 
With thy permission leave I thee to work 
Alone, without thy help sustained and cheered. 

Adam [anxiously}. Seek not temptation, Eve, which to avoid 
Were better, and most likely whilst from me 
Thou sever not ; trial will come imsought. 
Approve first then thy obedience, then thy strength. 

[Adam then embraces her tenderly, and softly withdraws, 
leaving her in sweet meditation. Suddenly Satan enters 
and startles her. 

Satan. Wonder not, sovran mistress, at my gaze ; 
A Goddess among Gods, adored and served 
By spirits numberless thy daily train ! 

Eve. [astonished]. What may this mean ? Language so fair and 
sweet 
Bewilders. Why this strange address to me ? 
Say ! For such wonder claims attention due. 

Satan. Resplendent Eve ! Empress of this fair world, 
Easy to me it is to tell thee all 
What thou conunandest duly. On a day 
Roving the field, I found a goodly tree 
Loaden with fruit of fairest colours mixed. 
Ruddy and gold. 

To satisfy the sharp desire I had 
Of tasting those fair apples, I resolved 
Not to defer. I tasted. Straight my mind 
Gained high capacities, my eyes clear sight ; 
So that thy beauty's wondrous ray compelled 
Me thus, though importune perhaps, to come 
And gaze, and worship thee of right declared 
Sovran of creatures, universal Dame. 

Eve [inquiringly]. Spirit, do not thy praises leave in doubt 
The virtue of that fruit, in thee first proved ? 

Satan [eagerly]. Grateful to appetite, it pleased more my sense 
Than smell of sweetest fennel. Taste and see. 

[Pointing to the Tree of Knowledge. 

Eve. Fruitless to me, though fruit be here to excess. 
But of this tree we may not taste or touch ; 
He so conunanded, and left that command 
Sole daughter of his voice ; the rest, we Uve 
Law to ourselves : our Reason is our law. 

Satan. Indeed ? Hath He then said that of the fruit 
Of all these garden trees ye shall not eat. 
Yet lords declared of all in earth or air ? 

Eve. Of each tree in the garden we may eat, 
But of the fruit of this fair tree amidst 
The garden, he hath said, " Ye shall not eat 
Thereof, nor shall ye touch it, lest ye die.'* 
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Satan [flatteringly]. O sacred, wise, and wisdom-giving plant. 
Mother of science ! Now I feel thy power 
Within me clear. Do not believe 
Those rigid threats of death; ye shall not die. 
How should ye ? By the fruit ? It gives you Ufe 
To knowledge. By the Threatener ? Look on me. 
Me who have touched and tasted, yet both Uve, 
And Ufe more perfect have attained than Fate 
Meant me, by venturing higher than my lot. 
He, therefore, cannot hurt you and be just ; 
Not just, not he, not feared then, nor obeyed. [With guUc. 

Goddess humane, reach then, and freely taste. 

Eve [persuaded and boldly]. What fear I then ? Rather what 
know to fear 
Under this ignorance of good or evil. 
Of him or Death, of law or penalty ? 
Here grows the cure of all, this fruit divine. 
Fair to the eye, inviting to the taste. 
Of virtue to make wise. What hinders then 
To reach, and feed at once both body and mind ? 

Eve then rashly and in an evil moment reaches towards Uie 
Tree of Knowledge and plucks thereof the fruit, which 
she begins to eat. Satan, exultant, steals furtively away. 

Eve. O sovran, virtuous, precious of all trees 
In Paradise ! Of operation blest 
To sapience. Thou open'st Wisdom's way 
And givest access, though secret she retire. 

But to Adam in what sort shall I appear ? [Anxiously. 

Shall I to him make known as yet my change. 
Let him partake full happiness with me, 
Or rather not ? But what if One hath seen. 
And death ensue ? Then I shall be no more. 
Confirmed then I resolve, Adam shall share 
With me in bliss or woe ; so dear I love him. 
That with him all deaths I could undergo. 
Without him Uve no Ufe. 

Eve bows low before the Tree of Knowledge, then rises, and 
retires towards the bower, Adam enters with a garland of 
flowers which he has woven together to adorn her tresses. 

Eve. Adam, at thy absence thee I have missed. 
But I have found the Tree of Knowledge is not. 
As we are told, a tree of danger tasted. 
And to unknown evil opening the way. 
But of divine effect 

To open eyes, and make them Gods who taste. 
A spirit wise appeared in thy absence 
Who hath tasted of the fruit, and is become 
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Not dead, as we are threatened, but henceforth 
Endued with clearer sight and intellect, 
Reasoning to admiration, and with me • 

Persuasively hath so prevailed that I 
Have also tasted. Thou therefore also taste. 
That equal lot may join us, as equal love ; 
Lest, thou not tasting, different degree 
Disjoin us, and I then too late renounce 
Deity for thee, when fate will not permit. 

Adam suddenly stands amazed at her words, as he realises 
the fatal trespass she has done. With a feeling of horror 
and almost blank despair, he speaks sorrowfully. 

Adam. O fairest of creation, last and best ! 
How art thou lost, how on a sudden lost. 
Defaced, deflowered, and now to death devote ? 
Rather, how hast thou yielded to transgress 
The strict forbiddance ? how to violate 
The sacred fruit forbidden ? Some cursed fraud 
Of enemy hath beguiled thee, yet unknown. 
And me with thee hath ruined, for with thee 
Certain my resolution is to die. 
How can I Uve without thee ? How forego 
Thy sweet converse, and love so dearly joined ? 
We never shall be parted, bliss or woe. 

Eve. O glorious trial of exceeding love. 
Illustrious evidence, example high ! 
Engaging me to emulate ; but short 
Of thy perfection, how shall I attain, 
Adam ? from whose dear side I boast me sprung. 
And gladly of our union hear thee speak. 

One heart, one soul in both [Endearingly"] ; whereof good proof 
This day affords, declaring thee resolved, 
Rather than death, or aught than death more dread. 
Shall separate us, linked with love so dear, 
To undergo with me one guilt, one crime. 
If any be, of tasting this fair fruit. 
On my experience freely also taste. 
And fear of death deliver to the winds. 

Eve lovingly embraces him. Then suddenly plucks the fruit 

from off the Tree of Knowledge and hands it to Adam, 

afuL he eats thereof. The air is suddenly rent with thunder 

^ and lightning, as they both fall to the ground, quaking 

i with fear. 

Curtain. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — ^Pandemonium (The Palace of Satan). 

The rising of the Curtain discloses the legions once more assembled^ 
and amid the blare of trumpets, Satan, headed by Azazel 
the standard-bearer, and preceded by his peers, enters the 
Palace amid their shouts and loud acclaims. The Portress, 
Sin and the Goblin, Death are seen standing at the foot of 
the throne. 

Portress Sin. Son, here we stand, viewing our potent sire 
Victorious from the task he lonely took 
For our deliverance, happier worids providing 
For us his offspring dear. It cannot be 
But that success attends him : if mishap. 
He had ere this returned, with fury driven 
By his avengers, since no place like this 
Can fit his punishment, or their revenge. 
Methinks I feel new strength within me rise, 
Power growing and dominion given me large 
Beyond these gloomy confines. Thou, my shade 
Inseparable, must with me along ; 
For Death from Sin no power can separate. 

Goblin Death. Aye ! Go we shall, whither our mighty Sire 
Leads us. I shall not lag behind, nor err 
The way, he leading ; scent of carnage draws me ; 
Nor shaJl I to the work thou enterprisest 
Be wanting, but afford him equal aid. 

Portress Sin [to Satan.] O Parent, these are thy magnific deeds. 
Thy trophies, which thou view'st as not thine own ; 
TTiou art their author and prime architect ; 
For I no sooner in my heart divined 
That thou on earth hadst prospered, which thy looks 
Now also evidence, but straight I felt, 
Though distant from thee worlds between, yet felt 
That I must after thee with this thy son, 
Such fatal consequence unites us three. 
Thine now is all yon world ; thy virtue hath won 
What thy hands builded not, thy wisdom gained. 
With odds, what war has lost, and fully avenged 
Our foil in Heaven ; here thou shalt monarch reign, 
There didst not, there let him still victor sway • 
As battle hath adjudged. 
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Satan [rising amid great shouts]. Fair daughter, and thou son 
and grandchild both, 
High proof ye now have given to be the race 
Of Satan (for I glory in the name, 
Antagonist of the Supernal King), 
Chiefly have merited of me, of all 
The infernal empire, that, near our great Foe's gates 
Triumphal with triumphal act have met 
Mine with this glorious work, and made one realm 
Hell and yon world — one realm, one continent. 
Still persevere : on your joint vigour now 
My hold of this new kingdom all depends. 
Through Sin to Death exposed by my exploits. 
If your joint power prevail, the affairs of Hell 
No detriment need fear. Stand, and be strong. 

[Great applause and flourish of swords and spears. 

Satan then addresses the assembled legions. 

Thrones, Dominations, Princedoms, Virtues, Powers ! 

For in possession such, not only of right, 

I call thee, and declare ye now, returned 

Successful beyond hope, to lead ye forth 

Triumphant out of this infernal pit 

Abominable, accursed, the house of woe, 

And dungeon of our tyrant. [Shouts,] Now possess, 

As lords, a spacious world, to our native seat 

Little inferior, by my adventure hard 

With peril great achieved. 

[Satan brandishes his sword amid loud acclaims. 

Long were to tell 
What I have done, what suffered, with what pain 
Voyaged the unreal, vast, unbounded deep 
Of horrible confusion, over which 
By Sin and Death a broad way now is paved. 
To expedite your glorious march. I've found 
A new created world, which fame in Heaven 
Long had foretold, a fabric wonderful 
Of absolute perfection, therein Man 
Placed in a Paradise, by our exile 
Made happy. Him by fraud I have seduced 
From his Creator. And, the more to increase 
Your wonder, with an apple ! He thereat 
Offended hath given up for evermore 
Both his beloved Man, and all his world 
To Sin and Death a prey, and so to us. 
Without our hazard, labour, or alarm, 
To range in, and to dwell, and over Man 
To rule, as over all he should have ruled. 
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True is, me also he hath judged : or rather 

Me not, but the Evil Sjririt, in whose shape 

Man I deceived : that which to me belongs 

Is enmity, which he will put between 

Me and mankind ; I am to bruise his heel ; 

His seed, which is not set, shall bruise my head. 

A world who would not purchase with a bruise, 

Or much more grievous pain ? Ye have the account 

Of my performance. What remains, ye Gods, 

But up, and enter now into full bliss ? 

Satan having ended, he waits expectingly for their loud acclaims, 
when suddenly he is seen to fall from his throne, and 
from innumerable tongues, instead of applause, is heard 
a dismal universal hiss, as if of scorn. Sudden darkness 
overcomes the palace, whilst thunder is heard without, 
and everyone present is stricken down speechless and 
laid prostrate, as if dead. 

Curtain. 



SCENE II.— The Garden of Eden— (The Final Judgment and 

Banishment.) 

The rising of the Curtain discloses Adam and Eve seated together utterly 
disconsolate. Adam at last speaks. 

Adam. Oh Eve, in darksome hour thou didst give ear 
To that false spirit, oi whomsoever taught 
To counterfeit the truth, true in our fall. 
False in our promised rising : since our eyes 
Opened we find indeed and find we know 
Both good and evil — good lost, and evil got ; 
Bad fruit of Knowledge, if this be to know 
Which leaves us naked thus, of honour void. 
Of innocence, of faith, of purity. 
Our wonted ornaments now soiled and stained. 
And in our faces evident the signs 
Of foul concupiscence. How shall I henceforth 
Behold the face of him or spirit, erst 
With joy and rapture, so oft beheld ? Wouldst thou 
Had come with me, as I in heart desired ! 

Eve [anxiously]. What words have passed thy Ups, Adam severe ? 
Imput'st thou that to my default or will ? 
Was I to have never parted from thy side ? 
Being as I am, why didst not thou, the head. 
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Command me absolutely to go with thee ? 
Neither had I transgressed, nor thou with me. 

Adam [angrUy]. Is this the love ? is this the recompense 
Of mine to thee, ungrateful Eve, expressed 
Immutable, when thou wert lost, not I 
Who might have Uved and joyed immortal bliss, 
Yet willingly chose rather death with thee ? 
And am I now upbraided as the cause 
Of thy transgressing ? What could I do more ? 
I warned thee, I admonished thee, foretold 
The danger and the lurking enemy 
That lay in wait. Perhaps I also erred 
In overmuch admiring 

What seemed in thee so perfect, that I thought 
No evil durst attempt thee : but I rue 
That error now, which is become my crime, 
And thou the accuser. Thus it shaU befall 
Him who to worth in woman overtrusting 
Lets her will rule ; restraint she will not brook ; 
And left to herself, if evil then ensue, 
She first his weak indulgence will accuse. 

Suddenly a spirit is seen approaching, and Raphael and 
attendant spirits at last confront them. 

Raphael [angrily'], Adam, come forth. Hast thou eaten of the tree 
Whereof he gave thee charge thou shouldst not eat ? 

Adam [tearfully gazing above]. Oh Heaven ! in evil strait this 
day I stand 
Before my Judge, either to undergo 
Myself the total crime, or to accuse 
My other self, the partner of my Ufe ; 
This woman, whom thou mad'st to be my help. 
And gav'st me as thy perfect gift, so good, 
So fit, so acceptable, so divine. 
That from her hand I could suspect no ill. 
And what she did, whatever in itself. 

Her doing seemed to justify the deed — [Hesitatingly. 

She gave me of the tree, and I did eat. 

Raphael Isternly]. Was she thy god, that her thou didst obey 
Before his voice ? Or was she made thy guide, 
Superior, or but equal, that to her 
Thou didst resign thy manhood, and the place 
Wherein he set thee above her, made of tiiee, 
And for thee, whose perfection far excelled 
Hers in all real dignity ? Adorned 
She was indeed, and lovely, to attract 
Thy love, not thy subjection ; and her gifts 
Were such as under government well seemed, 
Unseemly to bear rule ; which was thy part 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



( 47 ) 

And person, hadst thou known thyself aright. [To Eve. 

Say, woman, what is this which thou hast done ? 

Eve. [Overwhdmed and abashed with shame.] The serpent me 
beguiled, and I did eat. 

Raphael. Enough. His judgment unto thee I bring : 
Thy sorrow will be greatly multiphed 
By thy conception ; children thou shalt bring 
In sorrow forth ; and to thy husband's will 
Thine shall submit, he over thee shall rule. [To Adam. 

Adam, because thou hast hearkened to her voice 
And eaten of the tree, concerning which 
He charged thee, saying, " Thou shalt not eat thereof," 
Cursed is the ground for thy sake : thou in sorrow 
Shalt eat thereof all the days of thy Ufe ; 
Thorns also and thistles it shall bring thee forth 
Unbid, and thou shalt eat the herb of the field. 
In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread. 
Till thou return unto the ground, for thou 
Out of the ground was taken ; know thy birth. 
For dust thou art, and shalt to dust return. 

[Adam and Eve fall prostrate to the ground. 

The Spirit Michael suddenly enters. 

Michael. Adam ! Heaven's high behest no preface needs : 
Thy prayers are heard, and time is given thee for 
Repentance. Well may then thy Lord appeased 
Redeem thee quite from Death's rapacious claim ; 
But longer in this Paradise to dwell 
Permits not ; to remove thee I am come. 
And send thee from the garden forth, to till 
The groimd whence thou wast taken, fitter soil. 

Eve, O unexpected stroke, worse than of death ! 
Must I thus leave thee. Paradise, thus leave 
Thee, native soil, these happy walks and shades. 
Fit haunt of Gods ? Where I had hoped to spend 
Quiet, though sad, the respite of that day 
That must be mortal to us both. O flowers. 
My early visitation, and my last 
At even, which I bred up with tejider hand 
From the first opening bud, and gave ye names. 
Who now shall rear tiiee to the sun, or rank 
Your tribes, and water from the ambrosial fount ? 
Thee lastly, nuptial bower, by me adorned 
With what to sight or smell was sweet, from thee 
How shall I part, and whither wander down 
Into a lower world, to this obscure 
And wild ? How shall we breathe in other air 
Less pure, accustomed to immortal fruits ? 

[Eve is overcome with tears. 
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Michad [fedingly']. Lament not, Eve; but patiently resign 
What justly thou hast lost; nor set thy heart. 
Thus over-fond, on that which is not tlune. 
Thy going is not lonely ; with thee goes 
Thy husband ; him to follow thou art bound ; 
Where he abides, think there thy native soil. 

Adam. Farewell ! We follow thee, safe guide, the path 
Thou lead'st us, and to the hand supreme submit, 
However chastening; to the evil turn 
My obvious breast, arising to overcome 
By suffering, and earn rest from labour won. 
If so we may attain. 

Michael beckons them on towards the gate. 

Eve. Adam, lead on ; in me is no delay ; 
With the^ to go is to stay here to me. 
Without thee here to stay, is to go hence 
Unwilling. Thou to me 

Art all things under Heaven. All places thou. 
Who for my wilful crime art banished hence. 
This further consolation yet secure 
I carry hence ; though all by me is lost. 
Such favour I unworthy am vouchsafed, 
By me the promised Seed shall all restore. 

Michael and his attendant spirits suddenly brandish their 
swords as they proceed to depart, whilst Adam and Eve, 
hand in hand in mental agony and tears, pass out for 
ever through the gates of Paradise amid tite hushed and 
solemn silence of the slowly darkening scene. 

Curtain. 
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